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SONNETS. 



If thou would'st find what holiest men have sought. 
Communion with the power of Poesy, 
Empty thy mind of all unquiet thought, — 
Lay bare thy spirit to the vaulting sky 
And the glory of the sunshine: go and stand 
Where nodding briers sport with the water-break, 
Or by the plashings of a moonlight creek, — 
Or breast the wind upon some jutting land;— 
' The most unheeded things have influences 
That sink into the soul ; in afler-hours 
We oft are tempted suddenly to dress 
The tombs of half- forgotten moods with flowers : 
Our own choice mocks us; — and the sweetest themes 
Come to us without call, wayward as dreams. 
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> II. 

Weep ye and howl, for that ye did refuse 

God's feast of bounties when most largely spread; — 

Sunrise and set, and clustering overhead 

The nightly stars — for that ye did not choose 

To wait on Beauty, all content to lose 

The portion of the Spirit's offered bread 

With which the humble wise are daily fed. 

That grows from yielding things despised their dues. 

Therefore your solitary hours unblest 

Shall not be peopled with the memories dear 

Of field and church- way path and runnel clear: 

Therefore your fading age shall not be drest 

With fresh spring-flowers: because ye did belie 

Your noblest life, in sorrow ye shall die. 
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III. 



But deck the board — ^for hither comes a band 
Of pure young spirits fresh-arrayed in white 
Glistering against the newly-risen light; 
Over the green and dew-impearled land 
Blithesomely tripping forward hand in hand: 
Deck ye the board — and let the guests be dight 
In the Gospel wedding-garment rich and bright, 
And every bud that summer suns expand. 
For you ye humble ones our thickets bloom: 
Ye know the texture of each opening flower. 
And which the sunshine, and which love the gloom . 
The shrill of poised larks for many an hour 
Ye watch: and all things gentle in your hearts 
Have place, and play at call their tuneful parts. 
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IV. 



'TwERE better far from noon to eventide 
To sit and feed sad care, and fence the while 
The patient spirit for unwonted toil. 
Than in the calm for ever to abide; 
'Twere better far to climb the mountain side 
Through perilous buffeting of wind and steep. 
Than in the valley nook, charmed into sleep. 
All the fair blossoms of young life to hide. 
So let me labour — for 'tis labour- worth 
To feel the fruits of my seedtime of tears 
Shedding their fragrance over half this earth; 
No mother rues the sharpest pangs of birth 
So she may see the offspring of her fears 
Standing in high estate and manly years. 
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OuT^ palsied soul^ that dost but tremble ever 
In sight of the bright sunshine ; — ^mine be joy. 
And the full heart, and the eye that faileth never 
In the glad morning: — I am yet a boy; — 
I have not wandered from the chrystal river 
That flowed by me in childhood: my employ 
Hath been to take the gift, and praise the Giver: 
To love the flowers tliy heedless steps destroy. 
I wonder if the bliss that flows to me 
In youth, shall be exhaled and scorched up dry 
By the noonday glare of life : I must not lie 
For ever in the shade of childhood's tree : 
But I must venture forth and make advance 
Along the toiled path of human circumstance. 
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Truth loveth not to lavish upon all 
The clear downshining of her heavenly smile ; 
She chooseth those on whom its light shall fall^ 
And shuts them from the earthly crowd the while: 
But they whom she hath lightened^ tread this earth 
With step and mien of heavenly gentleness; 
Ye shall not see them drunk with over-mirth^ 
Or tangled in the world's thick wilderness; 
For there hath shone upon their path of life 
Mild beamings from a hidden glory's ray; 
A calm hath past upon their spirit's strife^ 
The bounding of young hopes hath sunk away. 
And certain bliss hath dawned^ with still uprise. 
Like the deep rest of joy in spirits' Paradise. 
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VII. 

Fell not that Angel, who before the race 
Of Time begun, in solitary pride 
Standing above his bright compeers, defied 
The Lord's Anointed? Found those Seraphs grace. 
Though beautiful and strong, who dared deface 
The heavenly image — those who set aside 
Their fealty, and then fell when sharpest tried. 
Out of all hope, from highest name and place ? 
And shall man's rebel spirit sport with sin. 
And keep smile-loving Hope joint-playfellow? 
Shall Beauty light on perished cheeks her glow. 
While the worm revels with his mates within? 
Never — though Pride with falsest bravery dress 
The ribbed shape of utter wretchedness. 
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Before the day the gleaming dawn doth flee: — 

All yesternight I had a dreary dream; 

Methought I walked in desert Academe 

Among fallen pillars — and there came to me 

All in a dim half-twilight silently 

A very sad old man — ^his eyes were red 

With over-weeping — and he cried and said 

'The light hath risen but shineth not on me/ 

Beautiful Athens^ all thy loveliness 

Is like the scarce remembered burst of spring 

When now the summer in her party dress 

Hath clothed the woods^ and filled each living thing 

With ripest joy — because upon our time 

Hath risen the noon^ and thou wert in the prime. 
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CoLONOs! can it be that thou hast still 
Thy laurel and thine olive and thy vine? 
Do thy close-feathered nightingales yet trill 
Their warbles of thick-sobbed song divine? 
Does the gold-sheen of the crocus o'er thee shine. 
And the dew-fed clusters of the daffodil^ 
And round thy flowery knots Cephisus twine. 
Aye oozing up with many a bubbling rill? 
^ O might I stand beside thy leafy knoll 
In sight of the far-off city towers, and see 
The faithful-hearted pure Antigone 
Toward the dread precinct leading sad and slow 
That awful temple of a kingly soul 
Lifted to heaven by unexampled woe. 
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Slowly and softly let the music go, 
As ye wind upwards to the gray church tower; 
Check the shrill hautboy^ let the pipe breathe low- 
Tread lightly on the pathside daisy flower. 
For she ye carry was a gentle bud. 
Loved by the unsunned drops of silver dew ; 
Her voice was like the whisper of the wood 
In prime of even, when the stars are few. 
Lay her all gently in the flowerful mould. 
Weep with her one brief hour ; then turn away, — 
Go to hope's prison, — and from out the cold 
And solitary gratings many a day 
Look forth: 'tis said the world is growing old, — 
\nd streaks of orient light in Time's horizon play. 
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The Funeral Sermon was on the text *'The Master is come 
and calleth for thee." St. John xi. 28. 

' RisE^ said the Master^ come unto the feast :— - 
She heard the call^ and rose with willing feet: 
But thinking it not otherwise than meet 
For such a bidding to put on her best, 
She is gone from us for a few short hours 
Into her bridal closet, there to wait 
For the unfolding of the palace gate 
That gives her entrance to the blissful bowers. 
We have not seen her yet; though we have been 
Full often to her chamber door, and oft 
Have listened underneath the postern green. 
And laid fresh flowers, and whispered short and soft: 
But she hath made no answer, and the day 
From the clear West is fading fast away. 
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HEU QUANTO MINUS EST CUM RELIQUIS VEBSARI, 
QUAM TUI MEMINISSE. 

The sweetest flower that ever saw the light. 
The smoothest stream that ever wandered by. 
The fairest star upon the brow of night. 
Joying and sparkling from his sphere on high. 
The softest glances of the stockdove's eye. 
The lily pure, the marybud gold-bright. 
The gush of song that floodeth all the sky 
From the dear flutterer mounted out of sight ; — 
Are not so pleasure-stirring to the thought. 
Not to the wounded soul so full of balm. 
As one frail glimpse, by painful straining caught 
Along the past's deep mist-enfolded calm. 
Of that sweet face, not visibly defined. 
But rising clearly on the inner mind. 
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M.S. E.S. Sept. 1832. 



This side the brow of yon sea-bounding hill 

There is an alley over-arched with green. 

Where thick grown briers entwine themselves at will; 

There, twinkling through the under-flowers, is seen 

The ever-shaking ocean far below; 

And on the upper side, a rocky wall 

Where deepest mosses and lithe ivies grow. 

And honeysuckle blooms in clusters fall. 

There walked I when I last remembered thee; 

And all too joyfully came o'er my mind 

Moments of pleasure by the Southern sea. 

By our young lives two summers left behind; 

Ah sad-sweet memory — for that very day 

The gloom came on which may not pass away. 
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Oh ! when shall this frail tenement of clay 
Be emptied by Death's peremptory call. 
And its celestial guest be fetched away. 
From mortal tenure and corporeal thrall, 
A beam, to mingle with the flood of day, 
A part to join unto the glorious All? — 
When shall the kingly intellect have fled 
From this his dull material servitude. 
And Thought exalt her long-abased head. 
With pomp of heavenly majesty endued ? 
And when shall the affection, here below 
Broken by parting in its stream of light. 
Dash off the earthly vestiture of woe. 
And shine, with everlasting radiance bright? 
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ON SEEING OUR FAMILY VAULT. 

This lodging is well chosen; — ^for 'tis near 

The fitful sighing of those chesnut trees ; — 

And every Sabbath morning it can hear 

The swelling of the hymned melodies : 

And the low booming of the funeral bell 

Shall murmur through the dark and vaulted room, 

Waking its solemn echoes but to tell 

That one more soul is gathered to its home. 

There we shall lie beneath the trodden stone: — 

Oh none can tell how dreamless and how deep 

Our peace will be — when the last earth is thrown,- 

The last notes of the music fallen asleep^ — 

The mourners past away, — the tolling done, — 

The last chink closed, and the long dark begun. 
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ON THE SAME OCCASION. 



Could I for once be so in love with gloom 

As to leave ofF with cold mortality — 

To finish with the deep peace of the torab^ 

And the sealed darkness of the withering eye? 

And could I look on thee^ thou calm retreat^ 

And never once think of the joyous morn, 

Which bursting through the dark, our eyes shall greet 

With heavenly sunshine on the instant bom? 

O glorious time, when we shall wake at length 

After life's tempest under a clear sky. 

And count our band, and find with keenest joy 

None wanting — ^love preserved in all its strength; — 

And with fresh beauty hand in hand shall rise, 

A Link in the bright Chain of ransomed Families. 
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SUNSET. 



How bare and bright thou sinkest to thy rest 

Over the burnished line of the Severn-sea! 

While somewhat of thy power thou buriest 

In ruddy mists, that we may look on thee. 

And while we stand and wonder, we may see 

Far mountain-tops in visible glory drest. 

Where 'twixt yon purple hills the sight is free 

To search the regions of the dim North-west. 

But shadowy bars have crossed thee — suddenly 

Thou'rt fallen among strange clouds; — ^yet not the less 

Thy presence know we, by the radiancy 

That doth thy shroud with golden fringes dress; 

Even as hidden Love to the faithful eye 

Brightens the edges of obscure distress. 
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RECOLLECTION OF WORDS WORTH'S ** RUTH." 

Here are the brows of Quantock^ purple-clad 

With lavish heath-bloom : there the banks of Tone . 

Where is that woman love-forlorn and sad. 

Piping her flute of hemlock all alone? 

I hear the Quantock woodmen whistling home — 

The sunset flush is over Dunkery: — 

I fear me much that she hath ceased to roam 

Up the steep path, and lie beneath the tree. 

I always fancied I should hear in sooth 

That music — ^but it sounds not: — wayward tears 

Are filling in mine eyes for thee, poor Ruth — 

I had forgotten all the lapse of years 

Since thy deep griefs were hallowed by the pen 

Of that most pure of Poesy-gifted Men. 



EVENING IN AUTUMN. 19 



XIX. 



AN EVENING IN AUTUMN. 



How soothing is that sound of far-off wheels 

Under the golden sheen of the harvest-moon : 

In the shade-chequered road it half reveals 

A homeward-wending group, with hearts in tune 

To thankful merriment; — father and boy. 

And maiden with her gleanings on her head; 

And the last waggon's rumble heard with joy 

In the kitchen with the ending-supper spread. 

But while I listening stand, the sound hath ceased; 

And hark from many voices lustily 

The harvest-home, the prelude to the feast. 

In measured bursts is pealing loud and high; 

Soon all is still again beneath the bright 

Full moon, that guides me home this Autumn night. 
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GLASTONBURY. 



On thy green marge, thou vale of Avalon, 

Not for that thou art crowned with ancient towers 

And shafts and clustered pillars many an one. 

Love I to dream away the sunny hours; 

Not for that here in charmed slumber lie 

The holy reliques of that British king 

Who was the flower of knightly chivalry, 

Do I stand blest past power of uttering; — 

But for that on thy cowslip-sprinkled sod 

A lit of old the olive-bearing bird. 

Meek messenger of purchased peace with God ; 

And the first hymns that Britain ever heard 

Arose, the low preluding melodies 

To the sweetest anthem that hath reached the skies. 
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THE MENDIP HILLS OVER WELLS. 

How grand beneath the feet that company 

Of steep gray roofs and clustering pinnacles 

Of the massy fane, brooding in majesty 

Above the town that spreads among the dells ! 

Hark ! the deep clock unrolls its voice of power ; 

And sweetly-mellowed sound of chiming bells 

Calling to prayer from out the central tower 

Over the thickly-timbered hollow dwells. 

Meet worship-place for such a glorious stretch 

Of sunny prospect — for these mighty hills. 

And that dark solemn Tor, and all that reach 

Of bright-green meadows, laced with silver rills. 

Bounded by ranges of pale blue, that rise 

To where white strips of sea are traced upon the skies. 
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CULBONE, OR KITNORE, SOMERSET. 

Half way upon the cliff I musing stood 

O'er thy sea-fronting hollow, while the smoke 

Curled from thy cottage-chimnies through the wood 

And brooded on the steeps of glooming oak ; 

Under a dark green buttress of the hill 

Looked out thy lowly house of sabbath prayer; 

The sea was calm below: only thy rill 

Talked to itself upon the quiet air. 

Yet in this quaint and sportive-seeming dell 

Hath through the silent ages that are gone 

A stream of human things been passing on. 

Whose unrecorded story none may tell. 

Nor count the troths in that low chancel given, 

And souls from yonder cabin fled to heaven. 
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LINN-CLEEVE, LINTON, DEVON. 

This onward-deepening gloom — ^this hanging path 

Over the Linn that soundeth mightily. 

Foaming and tumbling on, as if in wrath 

That aught should bar its passage to the sea. 

These sundered walls of rock, tier upon tier 

Built darkly up into the very sky. 

Hung with thick woods, the native haunt of deer 

And sheep that browze the dizzy slopes on high — 

All half-unreal to my fancy seem, — 

For opposite my crib, long years ago. 

Were pictured just such rocks, just such a stream. 

With just this height above, and depth below; 

Even this jutting crag I seem to know — 

As when some sight calls back a half-forgotten dr earn. 
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WATERS-MEET, LINTON, DEVON. 
RECOLLECTION OF HOMER 

Even thus, methinks, in some Ionian isle. 

Yielding his soul to unrecorded joy. 

Beside a fall like this lingered awhile 

On briery banks that wondrous Minstrel-boy; 

Long hours there came upon his vacant ear 

The rushing of the river, till strange dreams 

Fell on him, and his youthful spirit clear 

Was dwelt on by the Power of voiceful streams. 

Thenceforth begun to grow upon his soul 

The sound and force of waters; and he fed 

His joy at many an ancient river's head. 

And echoing caves, and thunder, and the roll 

Of the wakeful ocean, — till the day when he 

Poured forth that stream divine of mighty Melody. 
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My own dear country — thy remembrance comes 
Like softly-flowing music on my heart; 
With thy green sunny hills, and happy homes, 
vAnd cots rose-bowered, bosomed in dells apart; 
The merry pealings of our village bells 
Gush ever and anon upon mine ear; 
And is there not a far-off sound that tells 
Of many-voiced laughter shrill and clear? 
Oh ! were I now with thee — to sit and play 
Under the hawthorn on the slope o' th' hill, 
As I was wont to do; or pluck all day 
The cowslip and the flaunting daffodil. 
Till shepherds whistled homeward, and the West 
Folded the large sun in her crimson breast. 
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Come to me oflen^ sportive Memory; 

Thy hands are full of flowers; thy voice is sweet. 

Thine innocent uncareful look doth meet 

The solitary cravings of mine eye ; 

I cannot let thee flit unheeded by. 

For I have gentle words wherewith to greet 

Thy welcome visits; pleasant hours are fleet. 

So let us sit and talk the sand-glass dry. 

Dear visitant, who comest, dark and light. 

Morning and evening, and with merry voice 

Tellest of new occasion to rejoice; 

And playest round me in the fairy night 

Like a quaint spirit, on the moonlight beams, 

Threading the mazy labyrinth of dreams. 
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Oh what doth it avail in busy care 

The summer of our days to pass away 

In doors — ^nor forth into the sunny ray. 

Nor by the wood nor river-side to fare. 

Nor on far-seeing hills to meet the air. 

Nor watch the land- waves yean the shivering spray? 

Oh what doth it avail, though every day 

Fresh-catered wealth its golden tribute bear? 

Rather along the field-paths in the mom 

To meet the first laugh of the twinkling East, 

Or when the clear-eyed Aphrodite is bom 

Out from the amber ripples of the West, 

'Tis joy, to move under the bended sky. 

And smell the pleasant earth, and feel the winds go by. 



b2 



28 SONNBTS. 



/V 



6 XXVIII. 



TO THE LADY MILLICENT BARBER. 

Lady, I may not but indite to thee 

One grateful tribute of my verse, to tell 
How sweetly fared my spirit and how well 

In the pure air of thy society. 

How cheered and how refreshed she back returned 
Into this world's thick weary atmosphere; 
x\nd how she hath trimmed up and pointed clear 

Her lamps of Faith and Hope that dimly burned. 

Because thy talk hath been of Christ, and things 
Hid in the bosom of eternal Love : 
Because thy soul hath fixed her rest above. 

And thither straining with unflagging wings 
Pierceth in vision far beyond the ken 
Of the proud multitude of reasoning men. 
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TO THE AUTHOR OF THE "RECTORY OF VALEHEAD. 

There is a sweet well-spring of purity 

In the holy heai:t, whereout unceasing flow 
Its living waters^ freshening as they go 

The weary deserts of humanity: 

There is a spirit in words, which doth express 
Celestial converse and divine employ ; 

A surface of unbroken gentleness 

With an under-current of deep-running joy. 

I closed thy. holy book this sabbath morn; 
And it hath spread like billow- calming oil 
Upon my spirit, in the loud turmoil 

Of ever-striving passions tempest- worn ; — 

Thy Master's peace be thine, even as thou hast 
Over this soul a holy quiet cast. 
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TO MARY. 



On thy young brow, my cousin, twenty years 
Have shed their sunshine — and this April morn 
Looks on thee fresh and gladsome, as new-born 
From veiling clouds the King of Day appears : 
Thou scarce canst order back the thankful tears 
That swell in thy blue eyes — ^nor dare to meet 
The happy looks that never cease to greet 
Thee, the dear nurseling of our hopes and fears. 
This Eastertide together we have read 
How in the garden when that weeping one 
Asked sadly for her Lord of some unknown. 
With look of sweet reproof he turned and said, 
MARY — sweet cousin, when thy need shall be. 
That word, that look, so may he turn on thee. 
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TO THE SAME. 

Cheeriest of maidens^ who with light of bliss 

That waneth never, in thy gladsome eye, 

Passest all lightly Earth's sad sorrows by. 

Scarce crediting report of aught amiss 

In the wide- wasted world ; on thee the smile 

Of heavenly Peacefulness doth ever rest. 

And thou art joying in a region blest 

With tempests raging round thee all the while. 

So mayest thou ever be, if thou shalt keep 

Unfailing communings with Him above; 

And in thy sunshine hours of wakeful Love, 

And the unchecked confidings of thy sleep. 

With pure distilment be thy spirit fed 

Of holiest influence, from His presence shed. 
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TO THE WOOD PIGEON. 

WRITTEN IN PASSION WEEK. 

Tell me thou mild and melancholy bird^ 

Whence leamedst thou that meditative voice .^ 

For all the forest-passages rejoice^ 

And not a note of sorrow now is heard; 

I would know more — how is it I preferred 

To leave the station of my morning choice 

Where with her sudden startle of shrill noise 

The budding thorn-bush brake the blackbird stirred? 

Sweet mourner — who in time of fullest glee 
Risest to uttering but so sad a strain^ 
And in the bleak winds, when they ruffle thee, 
Keepest thee still, and never dost complain ; 
I love thee — ^for thy note to memory brings 
This sorrowing in the midst of happiest things. 
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EASTER EVE. 



I SAW two women weeping by the tomb 

Of one new buried, in a fair green place 

Bowered with shrubs; — ^the eve retained no trace 

Of aught that day performed, — ^but the faint gloom 

Of dying day was spread upon the sky ; — 

The moon was broad and bright above the wood; — 

The distance sounded of a multitude. 

Music, and shout, and mingled revelry. 

At length came gleaming through the thicket shade 

Helmet and casque — and a steel-armed band 

Watched round the sepulchre in solemn stand; 

The night word past, from man to man conveyed; 

And I could see those women rise and go 

Under the dark trees, moving sad and slow. 
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^ XXXIV. 

IN LAUDEM S. EULALIiE V. ET M. 

Young budding virgin, who in bashful pride 

All dedicate to Christ didst stand apart 

From the crowd of pitying faithless, and with heart 

Unmoved didst count the iron talons gride 

Their purple furrows in thy tender side: 

Beautiful is thy story — ^fuU of food 

For youthful souls that need be gently wooed : 

Few have confessed so young, so sweetly died. 

Forth with thine ebbing breath was seen to fly 

A milk white dove to heaven, an emblem meet 

Of undefiled baptismal purity ; 

And dead upon the inhospitable street. 

With gently floating flakes the piteous sky 

Bnow clad thy girlish limbs, as with a funeral sheet. 
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XXXV. 



EPIPHANV. 



As some great Actor^ when the rhythmic strain 

Of music, and the step of even dance 

Hath ceased, in conscious pride is seen to advance 

Fixing the wandering looks of all again: 

On whom the choric band in comely train 

Wait ever, duly with responsive parts 

Timing his measured passion, but all hearts 

He hath in hand to mould to pity or pain; — 

So in the scenic skies that wondrous Star 

Came forth — and the myriads that spectators are 

Of heavenly acts, baffled their lights in gloom. 

To give the great Protagonist his way: 

And the drama opened, that nor night nor day 

Shall see consummate, till the final doom. 
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XXXVI. 



Saviour and Lord beloved — what homage new 
Shall thy Church give thee in these latter days. 
When there is nothing new? — ^no song of praise 
That ages have not sung — ^nor worship due 
That hath not long been paid? Faithful and true 
Our hearts are beating to thee — can we raise 
No monument for victories of grace — 
Must all our efforts be so poor and few? 
O vain and earthly wish — ^that would be great 
In over-serving — ^rather may we lie 
In meekest self devotion at thy feet. 
And watch the quiet hours as they pass by, 
' Content and thankful for occasion shown 
To make old service and old faith our own. 
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XXXVII. 

WRITTEN IN AN INTERVAL OF MELANCHOLY FOREBODING 
RESPECTING THE CHURCH. 

Herbert and Crashaw^ and that other name 

Now dear as those^ of him beneath whose eye 

Arose* '^the second Temple's" honoured frame 

After a carnal dark captivity, — 

These are remembrances of promise high. 

That set our smouldering energies on flame 

To dare for our Mother, and if need to die. 

Sooner than blot her reverend cheek with shame. 

Oh England, England! there hath twined among 

The woof of all thy gloomiest destinies 

A golden thread: a sound of sweetest song 

Hath cheered thee under sad and threatening skies; 

But thou hast revelled in the calm too long — 

And waxest all unmindful where thy safety lies. 

• See the conclusion of "The Rectory of Valehead;'* also, that 
of the Sennon ** on the Fortunes of the Church" in " The Church 
of God, a series of Sermons.'' 



38 SONNETS. 



XXXVIII. 

ON HEARINO THAT IT IS SUPPOSED FROM ASTRONOMICAL 

CONSIDERATIONS THAT THE WORLD IS YET IN 

ITS INFANCY. 

So then the lessons of all-teaching Time 

Shall not be fruitless: but the sons of men 

Will live to ripen into age, and ken 

The hidden laws of God; — ^the doubts and fears 

That flit around us, when the light appears 

Shall cease to haunt us: and young Truth, by then 

Vigorous for good, shall take his power and reign. 

Nursed in the discipline of human tears. 

O might I live, when from this stir of things. 

That fills our days, some new and mighty birth 

Of purest Mind hath risen upon the Earth ; 

Or when my Spirit folds her weary wing 

Where no Storm comes, watching with calm delight, 

On Human Beauty feed my Angel-sight. 
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XXXIX. 

Blest be the taper which hath power to shed 

Light on the features of that angel face ; 

Blest be the sadness of this solemn place ; 

Blest be the circle round that parting bed 

Whence many days all earthly hope hath fled; 

And the Spirit which hath well nigh reached by Grace 

The rest of toil, the guerdon of its race. 

Faint, but with hidden manna gently fed. 

Oft have ye tended, with unwearied care 

This couch of her's, in anxious time of birth : 

Your meed of love, her mother-joys to share ; 

Now her's the joy, and ye are left to mourn ; 

For all your care can never keep on Earth 

The glorious Child that shall to-night be born. 
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XL. 



Still as a moonlight ruin is thy form^ 
Or meekness of carved marble^ that hath prayed 
For ages on a tomb^ serenely laid 
As some fair vessel that hath braved the storm 
And past into her haven^ when the noise 
That cheered her home hath all to silence died^ 
Her crew have shoreward parted^ and no voice 
Troubles her sleeping image in the tide. 
Sister and Saints thou art a closed book 
Whose holy printing none may yet reveal; 
A few days thou art granted us to look 
On thy clasped bindings till that One unseal^ 
The hamh, alone found worthy, and above 
Thou teach sweet lessons to the Kings of Love. 
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XLi. 

Long we have mourned; but now the worst hath come^ 

We cannot weep, nor feel as we have felt 

For aught in sorrow: thou art all too calm 

And solemn-silent on thy bed of death ;-^ 

And that white sunken face hath never a sign 

To make of aught disquieted within. 

'Tis a most awful things that face of thine 

Seared with the traces which the soul hath left, — 

The settlement from all the stir of life. 

The fixed conclusion of all modes of thought. 

The final impress of all joys and cares : — 

We dare not whisper when we look on thee; 

We scarce can breathe our breath when thou art by; 

Dread image of the majesty of Man ! 
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XLII. 

Welcome, stem Winter, though thy brows are bound 

With no fresh flowers, and ditties none thou hast 

But the wild music of the sweeping blast; 

Welcome this chilly wind that snatches round 

The brown leaves in quaint eddies; we have long 

Panted in wearying heat; skies always bright 

And dull return of never-clouded light 

Sort not with hearts that gather food for song. 

Rather, dear Winter, I would forth with thee. 

Watching thee disattire the Earth; and roam 

On the bleak heaths that stretch about my home. 

Till round the flat horizon I can see 

The purple frost-belt; then to fireside chair, 

And sweetest labour of poetic care. 
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XLIII. 

TO WILLIAM JACKSON OF EXETER. 

Jackson^ than whom none better skilled to lead 
The willing spirit captive with sweet lays. 
Searching the hidden fountain-heads which feed 
Our love of Beauty — ^thine be all the praise 
Of tuning to our England's hills and dales 
Responsive melodies^ whose music dwells 
Among the memories of early tales. 
And far-off chime of unforgotten bells. 
With thee, sick at the boastful ignorance 
Of this dull age that hath no heart for song. 
My winter hours I spend, and lead along 
My thought in playful or in solemn dance. 
Whether the harp discourse of fields and swains. 
Or meditate high praise in angel strains. 
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XLIV. 



THE GIPSY GIRL. 



Passing I saw her as she stood beside 
A lonely stream between two barren wolds; 
Her loose vest hung in rudely-gathered folds 
On her swart bosom^ which in maiden pride 
Pillowed a string of pearls ; among her hair 
Twined the light blue-bell, and the stoneerop gay; 
And not far thence the small encampment lay 
Curling its wreathed smoke into the air. 
She seemed a Child of some sun-favoured clime; 
So still, so habited to warmth and rest; 
And in my wayward musings on past time. 
When my thought fills with treasured memories. 
That image nearest borders on the blest 
Creations of pure Art that never dies. 
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XLV. 

MERE NATURAL JOY IN THE FOLD OF CHRIST'i CHURCH MORE BLESSED 

THAN THE SACRED SERVICES OF SELF-RBLYINO RELIGIONISTS. 

DEO OPT. MAX. 

If in the hour of heartless mockery, 

When flesh-proud sects their simple-seeming show 

Set up, and put thy hallowed ordinance by. 

My spirit hath forgotten Thee; not so 

When through the cloister aisle at dead of night 

Gust the wild ravings of the winter blast ; 

Not so when sleep and solitude are past 

And Heaven drinks joyance from the fresh-born Light; 

Not so when truth of high Philosophy 

Scarce foupd by searching long and wearisome 

Forth from an early-loved one's mild blue eye 

Beams, like a bright child from a cottage home: 

Fraught with devotion and deep piety 

'Tis then my soul doth worship — then I walk with Thee. 
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XL VI. 

All things are dying round us: days and hours 
A multitudinous troop^ are passing on: 
Winter is fled, and Spring hath shed her flowers. 
And Summer's sun was shining, and hath shone: 
Autumn was with us, but his work is done: 
They all have flitted by, as doth a dream; 
And we are verging onward. — ^*Tis not so: 
We name reality but as things seem. 
And Truth is hidden from our eyes below. 
We live but in the dimness of a sleep : — 
Soon shall the veil be rent from certainty. 
The spell of Time be loosed from us, and we 
Pass out from this incurved and fretful stream 
Into the bosom of the tranquil Deep. 
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TO A DROP OF DEW. 

SuN-begotten, ocean-bom^ 

Sparkling in the summer mom 

Underneath me as I pass 

O'er the hill-top on the grass^ 

AH among thy fellow drops 

On the speary herbage tops 

Round and bright and warm and still 

Over all the Northern hill; 

Who may be so blest as thee 

Of the sons of men that be ? 

Evermore thou dost behold 

All the sunset bathed in gold. 
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Then thou listenest all night long 
To the leaves' faint undersong 
From two tall dark elms^ that rise 
Up against the silent skies: 
Evermore thou drink'st the stream 
Of the chaste moon's purest beam ; 
Evermore thou, dost espy 
Every star that twinkles by; 
Till thou hearest the cock crow 
From the barton far below; 
Till thou seest the dawn-streak 
From the Eastern night-clouds break; 
Till the mighty king of light 
Lifts his unsoiled visage bright^ 
And his speckled flocks has driven 
To batten in the fields of heaven ; 
Then thou lightest up thy breast 
With the lamp thou lovest best; 
* Many rays of one thou makest^ 
Giving three for one thou takest; 
Love and constancy's best blue^ 
Sunny warmth of golden hue. 
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Glowing red, to speak thereby 
Thine affection's ardency: — 
Thus rejoicing in his sight. 
Made a creature of his light. 
Thou art all content to be 
Lost in his immensity; 
And the best that can be said 
When they ask why thou art fled. 
Is, that thou art gone to share 
With him the empire of the air. 
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y II. 



TO A MOUNTAIN STREAM. 

I NAMED thee once the silver thread. 
When in the burning summer day 
I stept across thy stony bed 
Upon my homeward way. 

For down an old rock's mossy steep 

Thy thin bright stream, as I past by. 
Into a calm pool clear and deep 
Slid down most peacefully. 

But now it is the Autumn eve. 

Dark clouds are hurrying through the sky ; 
Thy envious waters will not leave 
One stone to cross thee by. 
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And all about that old steep rock 

Thy foamy fall doth plash and roar, 
Troubling with rude incessant shock 
The pool so still before. 

Thus happy childhood evermore 

Beneath unclouded summer suns 
On to its little lucid store 

Of joy most calmly runs. 

But riper age with restless toil 

Ever for ampler pleasures frets; 
And oft with infinite turmoil 
Troubles the peace it gets. 
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^ III. 



FOR AN INSCRIPTION. 

I WAS a young fair tree; 
Each spring with quivering greea 
My boughs were clad; and far 
Down the deep vale^ a light 
Shone from me on the eye&. 
Of those who past: a light 
That told of sunny days 
And blossoms^ and blue sky ; 
For I was ever first 
Of all the grove, to hear 
The sofl voice under ground 
Of the warm- working Spring ; 
And ere my brethren stirred 
Their sheathed buds, the kine. 
And the kine's keeper, came 
Slow up the valley path. 
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And laid them underneath 
My cool and rustling leaves; 
And I could feel them there 
As in the quiet shade 
They stood^ with tender thoughts^ 
That past along their life 
Like wings on a still lake^ 
Blessing me— ^nd to God^ 
The blessed God^ who cares 
For all my little leaves. 
Went up the silent praise; 
And. I was glad, with joy 
Which life of labouring things 
111 knows, the joy that sinks 
Into a life of rest. 

Ages have fled since then : — 
But deem not my pierced trunk 
And scanty leafage serves 
No high behest; my name 
Is sounded far and wide : 
And in the Providence 
That guides the steps of men 
Hundreds have come to view 
My grandeur in decay: 
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And there hath passed from me 
A quiet influence 
Into the minds of men : 
The «ilver head of age. 
The majesty of laws. 
The very name of God, 
And holiest things that are. 
Have won upon the heart 
Of humankind the more. 
For that I stand to meet 
With vast and bleaching trunk 
The rudeness of the sky. 
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>' IV. 

ON THE EVENING OF A VILLAGE FESTIVAL. 

While our shrub- walks darken. 

And the stars get bright aloft, 
Sit we still and hearken 

To the music low and soft; 
By the old oak yonder 

Where we watch the setting sun. 
Listening to the far-ofF thunder 

Of the multitude as one: 

Sit, my best beloved. 

In the waning light: 
Yield thy spirit to the teaching 

Of each sound and sight : 
While those sounds are flowing 

To their silent rest: 
While the parting wake of sunlight 

Broods along the West. 
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Sweeter 'tis to hearken 

Than to bear a part: 
Better to look on happiness 

Than to carry a light heart: 
Sweeter to walk on cloudy hills 

With a sunny plain below. 
Than to weary of the brightness 

Where the floods of sunshine flow. 

Souls that love each other 

Join both joys in one; 
Blest by other's happiness 

And nourished by their own: 
So with quick reflexion 

Each its opposite 
Still gives back, and multiplies 

To infinite delight. 
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LADY MARY. 

Thou wert fair. Lady Mary, 

As the lily in the sun: 
And fairer yet th^u mightest be. 

Thy youth wa?but begun:* 
Thine eye was soft and glanqpig* 

Of the deep bright blue ; 
And on the heart thy gentle words 

Fell lighter* than the dew. 

/ 

They found jlhee^ hsidyjMary, 
With thVpalms upon thy breast. 

Even as thou hadst been praying. 
At thine hour of rest: 
c5 
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The cold pale moon was shining 

On thy cold pale cheek ; 
And the mom of the Nativity 

Had just begun to break. 

' They carved thee. Lady Mary, 

All of pure white stone. 
With thy palms upon thy breast. 

In the chancel all alone: 
And I saw thee when the winter moon 

Shone on thy marble cheek. 
When the morn of the Nativity 

Had just begun to break. 

But thou kneelest. Lady Mary, 
With thy palms upon thy breast. 

Among the perfect spirits, 
^ In the land of rest : 

Thou art even as they took thee 
At thine hour of prayer ; 

Save the glory that is on thee 
From the sun that shineth there. 
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We shall see thee^ Lady Mary, 

On that shore unknown, 
A pure and happy angel 

In the presence of the throne ; 
We shall see thee, when the light divine 

Plays freshly on thy cheek. 
And the resurrection morning 

Hath just begun to break. 
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VI. 



WRITTEN JANUARY 1, 1832. 

The year is born to-day — ^methinks it hath 
A chilly time of it; for down the sky 
The flaky frost-cloud stretches^ and the sun 
Lifted his large light from the Eastern plains^ 
With gloomy mist-enfolded countenance^ 
And garments rolled in blood. Under the haze 
Along the face of the waters^ gather fast 
Sharp spikes of the fresh ice — as if the year 
That died last nighty had dropt down suddenly 
In his full strength of genial government. 
Prisoning the sharp breath of the Northern winds ; 
Who now burst forth and revel unrestrained 
Over the new king's months of infancy. 

The bells rung merrily when the old year died; 
He past away in music; his death-sleep 
Closed on him like the slumber of a child 
When a sweet hymn in a sweet voice above him 
Takes up into its sound his gentle being. 
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And we will raise to him two monuments; 
One where he died^ and one where he lies buried; 
One in the pealing of those midnight bells^ 
Their swell and fall^ and varied interchange^ 
The tones that come again upon the spirit 
In years far off, mid unshaped accidents; — 
And one in the deep quiet of the soul. 
The mingled memories of a thousand moods 
Of joy and sorrow ; — ^and hi» epitaph 
Shall be upon him — '' Her^ lie the remains 
Of one, who was less valued while he lived. 
Than thought on, when he died." 
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VII. 



LAST WORDS. 



Refresh me with the bright blue violet^ 
And put the pale faint-scented primrose near^ 
For I am breathing yet: 

Shed not one silly tear^ 
But when mine eyes are set 
Scatter the fresh flowers thick upon my bier> 
And let my early grave with morning dew be wet. 

I have passed swiflly o'er the pleasant earthy 
My life hath been the shadow of a dream; 
The joyousness of birth 

Did ever with me seem: 
My spirit had no dearth^ 
But dwelt for ever by a full swift stream^ 
Lapt in a golden trance of never-failing mirth. 



LAST WORDS. 6S 

Touch me once more, my father, ere my hand 
Have not an answer for thee; — kiss my cheek 
Ere the blood fix and stand 

Where flits the hectic streak; 
Give me thy last command. 
Before I lie all undisturbed and meek. 
Wrapt in the snowy folds of funeral swathing-band. 
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VIII. 



A REMEMBRANCE. 



Ufiiv »i iJiadricii ohK a>sX6 ti ^ dvdfivt}(ri^ Tvyxdvei ovara, Kai Kara 
TovTOv dvdyK^ irov ^fidv kv trpoTcpw xti/t x/^ovw fiefiadtiKcvai a vvv 
avafiifiVficrKOfJieda,--' 

Plato. Phtedo, §. 47. 



Me THINKS I can remember^ when a shade 

All soft and flowery was my couch^ and I 

A little naked child with fair white flesh 

And wings all gold-bedropt : and o'er my head 

Bright fruits were hangings and tall balmy shrubs 

Shed odorous gums around me; and I lay 

Sleeping and waking in that wondrous air 

Which seemed infused with glory — and each breeze 

Bore, as it wandered by, sweet melodies. 

But whence I knew not:— one delight was there. 

Whether of feeling or of sight or touch 

I know not now— .which is not on this earth. 

Something all glorious and all beautiful 
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Of ivhich our language speaketh not> and which 
Flies from the eager graspings of my thought^ 
As doth the shade of a forgotten dream. 
All knowledge had I; but I cared not then 
To search into my soul and draw it thence: 
The blessed creatures that around me played 
I knew them all, and where their resting was. 
And all their hidden symmetries I kn€!w. 
And how the form is linked unto the soul, 
I knew it all; but thought not on it then, 
I was so happy. 

And upon a time 
I saw an army of bright beamy shapes. 
Fair-faced and rosy-cinctured and gold- winged. 
Approach upon the air: they came to me; 
And from a chrystal chalice silver-brimmed 
Put sparkling potion to my lips, and stood 
All round me in the many-blooming shade. 
Shedding into the centre where I lay 
A mingling of soft light; and then they sung 
Songs of the land they dwelt in : and the last 
Lingereth even till now upon mine ear. 
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Holy and blest 
Be the calm of thy rest. 
For thy chamber of sleep 
Shall be dark and deep; 
They will dig thee a tomb 
In the dark deep womb, 
In the warm dark womb. 

Spread ye^ spread the dewy mist around him. 
Spread ye, spread, till the thick dark night surround him. 
Till the dark long night hath bound him. 
Which bindeth all before their birth 

Down upon the nether earth. 
The first cloud is beamy and bright. 
The next cloud is mellowed in light. 
The third cloud is dim to the sight. 
And it stretcheth away into gloomy night : 
Twine ye^ twine the mystic threads around him. 
Twine ye, twine — till the fast firm fate surround him. 
Till the firm cold fate hath bound him. 
Which bindeth all before their birth 
Down upon the nether earth. 
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The first thread is beamy and bright^ 
The next thread is mellowed in lights 
The third thread is dim to the sights 
And it streteheth away into gloomy night: — 

Sing ye, sing the spirit song around him. 
Sing ye, sing till the dull warm sleep surround him. 
Till the warm damp sleep hath bound him. 
Which bindeth all before their birth 
Down upon the nether earth. 
The first dream is beamy and bright. 
The next dream is mellowed in light, 
The third dream is dim to the sight. 
And it streteheth away into gloomy night: — 

Holy and blest 

Is the calm of thy rest. 

For thy chamber of sleep 

Is dark and deep ; 

They have dug thee a tomb 

In the dark deep womb. 

The warm dark womb. 
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Then dimness past upon me: and that song 
Was sounding o'er me when I woke again 
To be a pilgrim on the nether earth. 

Twine ye, twine the mystic threads around him. 
Twine ye, twine — ^till the fast firm fate surround him. 
Till the firm cold fate hath bound him. 
Which bindeth all before their birth 
Down upon the nether earth. 
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IX. 



BALLAD. 



The Baron is back from his hawking come^ 

At the close of the summer's day : 
But the spots of red blood danced over his eyes 

That he might not see the play — 

And the heavy deep bells were tolling. 

The Baron is back* to his banquet come^ 

And hath sat him down to dine; 
But his thoughts they ran on the red red blood 

That he might not taste the wine— 

And the heavy deep bells were tolling. 

Now where were ye, sister, when I rode by, 

For ye were not in your bower; — 
Oh I was chasing a bright butterfly 

That flew from flower to flower — 

Where the summer rose-buds were blowing. 
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And where were ye, sister, when I rode back^ 

For ye were not in your hall: — 
Oh I was watching the large sun set 

Fron\ off the castle wall — 

When the yellow wall-flowers were closing. 

But where were ye, sister, at mid of night. 

For ye were not laid asleep: — 
Oh I looked for love of the pale round moon 

In the moat so still and deep — 

When the loud night-birds were singing. 

The Baron looked over the castle trees 

At the turning of the sun; 
And that Lady wailed and tossed her hands 

As she would never have done — 

For her own true-love she's weeping. 

The Baron looked over the dim church-yard 

As the moon was on the wane; 
And that Lady lay by a new-turned grave. 

She may rise never again — 

With her own true-love she's sleeping. 
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— Now up, thou Baron of Taunton tower. 

To the holy cloister flee; 
For thou hast slain the truest pair 

In all the West countree. 

And the heavy deep bells are tolling. 
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TO THE ANGEL OF GUIDO. 



Whereto shall I liken thee^ 

Thou with sunbright eyes divine? 
Twilight never dimmeth thee. 

Evermore thy sharp eyes shine; 
Thou art like the morning star 

On the forehead of the day. 
Looking earthward from afar 

When the night clouds float away ;- 

Thou art like the sparkling fly 
Dancing on the Eastern night. 

Through a trellised gallery. 
Up and down all flery bright; 
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Thou art like a starry flower 

Hidden in a mist of greeii^ 
From beneath a woven bower 

Here and there in glimpses seen. 

All bright things are not so bright^ 

Not so deep as are thine eyes; 
Not the hollow blue at night, 

Facling into other skies; 
Not the blue Forget-me-not, 

Bright and deep although it be; 
Not the rays from chrystals shot. 

Nor the twinkling summer sea. 

Fix thy full deep eyes on me. 

Let me lose my being there; 
Let me pass out into thee 

From my house of sin and care: 
Surely all thine inner soul 

Whence such lights for ever shine. 
Must with mild and sweet controul 

Purify and brighten mine. 
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Or if this may never be. 

Fix them full upon me still; 
Let me borrow light from thee; — 

Losing all my thought and will. 
Quite absorbed, and emptied quite, — 

In their lustrous brightness lost, — 
All ray sunshine turned to night, — 

I'm contented with the cost. 
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XI. 



Wb looked into the silent sky. 

We gazed upon thee, lovely Moon: 
And thou wert shining clear and bright 
In night's unclouded noon. 

And it was sweet to stand and think 

Amidst the deep tranquillity. 

How many eyes at that still hour 

Were looking upon thee. 

The exile on the foreign shore 

Hath stood and turned his eye on thee: 
And he hath thought upon his days 
Of hope and infancy; 
d2 
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And he hath said there may be those 

Gazing upon thy beauty now^ 
Who stamped the last^ the burning kiss 
Upon his parting brow. 

The captive in his grated cell 

Hath cast him in thy peering light; 
And looked on thee^ and almost blest 
The solitary night. 

The infant slumbereth in his cot. 

And on him is thy liquid beam: 
And shapes of soft and faery light 
Have mingled in his dream. 

The sick upon the sleepless bed 

Scared by the dream of wild unrest. 
The fond and mute companionship 
Of thy sweet ray hath blest. 

The mourner in thy silver beam 

Hath laid his sad and wasted form: 
And felt that there is quiet there 
To calm his inward storm. 
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— I looked — and on the eyes I loved 

A dewy tear was glistening; 
And since that nighty our hope of bliss 
Hath been a sacred thing. 



i 
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XII. 



MIDNIGHT THOUGHTS. 

'Tis just the moment when Time hangs in doubt 
Between the parting and the coming day: 
The deep clock toUeth twelve — and its full tide 
Of swelling sound pours out upon the wind: 
The bright cold stars are glittering from the sky. 
And one of large light, fairer than the rest. 
Looks through yon screen of leaf-deserted limes. 

Not undelightful are the trains of thought 
That usher in my midnights. Thou art there 
Whom my soul loveth; in that calm still hour 
Thy image floats before mine inward eye, 
Placid as is the season, wrapt in sleep. 
And heaving gently with unconscious breath ; 
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While thy bright guardian watches at thy head^ 
Unseen of mortal, through the nightly hours. 
Active against intrusion on thy mind 
Of aught unholy : careful to preserve 
The sanctuary of thy spirit swept and pure 
For early worship when thine eyelids wake. 
Sleep softly, and wake softly! — ^may thy dreams 
Be all of Heaven, as mine are all of Thee! 
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XIII. 



A DOUBT. 

Wiadom is oftptimes nearer when we stoop 
Tlum when we soar. ^Wordsworth. 

I KNOW not how the right may be: — 
But I give thanks whene'er I see 
Down in the green slopes of the West 
Old Glastonbury's towered crest. 

I know not how the right may be: — 
But I have ofl had joy to see 
By play of chance my road beside 
The Cross on which the Saviour died. 

I know not how the right may be : — 
But I loved once a tall elm tree 
Because between its boughs on high 
That Cross was opened on the sky. 
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I know not how the right may be: — 
But I have shed strange tears to see^ 
Passing an unknown town at nighty 
In some warm chamber full of light 
A Mother and two Children fair 
Kneeling with lifted hands at prayer. 

I know not how it is — my boast 
Of Reason seems to dwindle down; 
And my mind seems down-argued most 
By forced conclusions not her own. 

I know not how it is — unless 
Weakness and strength are near allied; 
And joys which most the spirit bless 
Are furthest off from earthly pride. 
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I HAVE found Peace in the bright earth 

And in the sunny sky: 
By the low voice of summer seas. 

And where streams murmur by; 

I find it in the quiet tone 

Of voices that I love : 
By the flickering of a twilight fire, 

And in a leafless grove; 

I find it in the silent flow 

Of solitary thought: 
In calm half-meditated dreams. 

And reasonings self-taught ; 
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But seldom have I found such peace 

As in the soul's deep joy 
Of passing onward free from harm 

Through every day's employ. 

If gems we seek, we only tire. 
And lift our hopes too high ; 

The constant flowers that line our way 
Alone can satisfy. 
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XV. 



To-morrow — ^'tis an idle sounds 
Tell me of no such dreary thing — 

A new land whither I am bound 
After strange wandering. 

What care I if bright blossoms there 
Unfold^ and sunny be the field ; 

If laded boughs in Summer air 
Their pulpy fruitage yield? 

While deck to-day my pleasant bower 
Upon my own loved moimtain-side 

The azure periwinkle-flower 
And violet deep-eyed? 



POEMS. S5 



Tell me not of to-morrow — calm 
In his great hand I would abide 

Who fills my present hour with balm, 
And trust, whate'er betide. 
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I SOUGHT for Novelty — ^in vain 

I searched the stores of Nature through: 
But now the object wished I gain — 

Thy merdeSj Lord, are ever new. 

I sought for Beauty — set of sun. 

And rainbow, and the rising light, — 

These all were fair, but quickly gone ; 
Thy face, my God, is always bright. 

I sought Fidelity — some friends 

Have fallen away, and some endure: 

And Death the firmest love-knot rends; — 
Thy Love, O Lord alone is sure. 
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I sought for Truth — the more I sought 

A living lie around me grew ; 
False was all joy, all speech, all thought — "^ 

Thy promise. Lord, alone is true. 
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SIGN OF THE CROSS IN BAPTISM. 

In token that thou shalt not fear 

Christ crucified to own^ 
We print the Cross upon thee here, 

And stamp thee his alone. 

In token that thou shalt not blush 

To glory in his name^ 
We blazon here upon thy front 

His glory and his shame. 

In token that thou shalt not flinch 
Christ's quarrel to maintain. 

But 'neath his banner manfully 
Firm at thy post remain: 
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In token that thou too shalt tread 

The path he travelled by. 
Endure the cross, despise the shame. 

And sit thee down on high: 

Thus outwardly and visibly 

We seal thee for his own: 
And may tlie brow that wears his Cross, 

Hereafter share his crown. 
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HYMN FROM A MISSAL. 

Thou that art the Father's Word, 
Thou that art the Lamb of God, 
Thou that art the Virgin's Son, 
Thou that savest souls undone. 
Sacred sacrifice for sin. 
Fount of piety within. 

Hail, Lord Jesus. 

Thou to whom Thine angels raise 
Quiring songs of sweetest praise. 
Thou that art the flower and fruit. 
Virgin born from Jesse's root. 
Shedding holy peace abroad. 
Perfect man and perfect God; 

Hail, Lord Jesus. 
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Thou that art the door of heaven. 
Living bread in mercy given, 
Brightness of the Father's face, 
Everlasting Prince of Peace, 
Precious pearl beyond all price. 
Brightest star in all the skies. 

Hail, Lord Jesus. 

King and Spouse of holy hearts. 
Fount of Love that ne'er departs. 
Sweetest life, and brightest day. 
Truest truth, and surest way 
That leads onward to the blest 
Sabbath of eternal Rest, 

Hail, Lord Jesus. 
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XIX. 



AMOR MUNDANUS. 

Freed from the womb, and from the bounds 

With which the stepdame infancy 
Our days of pupilkge surrounds. 

We spring up beautiful and free; 
Divine in form, divine in grace. 

All wonderful to those who look 
Upon the heavenly-printed face. 

In which as in a living book 
The characters of high descent 
Are seen with air and motion blent. 

Behold the curious Babe exploring 

The furniture of its new earth ; 
And Time with ministrant hand restoring 

The bloom and strength it lost in birth; 
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It is as though some magic poM*er 
._ Had shut the senses of a Bride, 

nd in strange air from hour to hour 

She breathed away the summer-tide. 
And woke and found herself alone 
And all her sweet fore-castings gone; 

It is as though she should not wear 

The weeds of sober widowhood. 
But just to memory give a tear. 

Then rise with stirring hope renewed; 
And ere the period of the Sun 

In joyful garments habited 
Leaning upon another One, 

Should walk the flowery path to wed; 
And build among new children's eyes, 
A home of rooted sympathies. 

Child — that dost evermore desire 

For something thou canst call thine own ; 

In summer sun, by winter fire 
Jealously bent to rule alone; 
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Thou gatherest round thee plenteous store 
Wherewith to sate thy longing sight; 

Thou ever hast, and wishest more. 
And so thou schoolest thy delight 

To drink at every little stream 

And bask in every daily beam. 

And when thy limbs are proud and strong. 

Thou seekest out a home to last. 
Among the dainties that belong 

To the strange shore where thou art cast; 
For kisses and kind words bestowed 

Thou quittest hope, and all content 
Thou takest up thy calm abode 

In the country of thy banishment; 
Careless of tidings that relate 
To winning back thy lost estate. 
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AMOR CCELESTIS. 



I HAVE a longing to be free; 

The soul that in me hides 
Its mouldering fires, unwillingly 

Its day of liberation bides. 

Clouds, that above the flowery earth 

Float onward in the air. 
Rejoice as each day hath its birth. 

They hurry on they list not where : 

Birds, that along their gladsome way 

Flutter in wavy flight. 
Pipe in their arbours all the day 

And rest upon their branch at night; 
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Starg^ like a fleet of glittering sail 

On the upper ocean driven^ 
At the western haven never fail 

To cease from earth and enter heaven; 

And then forth issuing from the east 
When night winds softly blow. 

They ride in order bright and blest. 

Their clustered myriads none may know : 

Only this breath of life divine 

May not escape away. 
Nor move in the gold rays that shine 

Around the blessed eye of day. 

Only this bird of sweetest strain 
Must hide its notes in gloom; 

Only this purest flower from stain 
In secret places veil its bloom. 

Only this star of clearest light 

Hath not its course above: 
But undistinguished from the night 

It dwells on earth, and wins no love. 
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XXI. 



When I am in my grave 

The busy clouds will wander on; 

This Moon that silver-tips each dancing wave 
Will shine as it hath shone. 

s 

When I am low in ground 

The Spring will call and wake the flowers. 
And yonder little knoll will show as gay 

As it hath bloomed when ours. 

When I am in the sky 

Long leagues above the evening- star. 
The city hum shall sound as fitfully 

As now it comes from far. 
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When I am spirit clear. 

More pure than is this ocean Moon, 
The false world in the great Eternal's ear 

Shall make no better tune. 

God, lift me from the power 
Of flesh-corruption; how shall I 

Bear to be borne along with stainless flower 
And fleecy cloud on high.^ 

God, lift up unto me 

The sinning heart of human-kind; 
How can I flutter down the skies and see 

Their errant souls and blind? 

Or wrap me in the light 

That folds thy glory's outer zone; 
Be thou the sole horizon to my sight. 

Content in Thee alone. 



\ 
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WRITTEN ON THE DAY OF GENERAL THANKSGIVING, 
April 14, 1833. 

Surely^ methinks, this Sabbath mom 
Some brighter sunshine should adorn 

Than Heaven vouchsafes on common days; 
And buds should bursty and all the throng 
Of busy warblers crowd their song 

To help the race of man to praise. 

But on its birth no sun hath shined; 
Ever the deep voice of the wind 

Sweepeth the tree- tops far and near: 
And on the branches not a bird 
As on past morning-tides^ is heard. 

But all is winter-bound and drear. 
e2 
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Yet this ungladsome sky may teach 
A lesson^ and these winds may preach 

A sermon in the nation's ear; 
And souls not all unapt to learn 
Some dim forebodings may discern 

Of new disquietude and fear. 

Great God, with trembling we rejoice; 
The echo of thy warning voice 

Yet vibrates in the middle air: 
Not yet thy glittering sword of death 
Is peaceful laid within its sheath^ 

Ready to strike, as now to spare. 
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HYMN FOR ALL SAINTS DAY IN THE MORNING. 

Stand up before your God 

You army bold and bright^ 
Saints mart3n*s and confessors 

In your robes of white; 
The Church below doth challenge you 

To an act of praise : 
Ready with mirth in all the earth 

Her matin song to raise. 

Stand up before your God 

In beautiful array. 
Make ready all your instruments 

The while we mourn and pray; 
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For we must stay to mourn and pray 

Some prelude to our song; 
The fear of death has clogged our breath 

And our foes are swift and strong. 

But ye before your God 

Are hushed from all alarm^ 
Out through the grave and gate of death 

Ye have past into the calm; 
Your fight is done^ your victory won. 

Through peril and toil and blood: 
Among the slain on the battle plain 

We buried ye where ye stood. 

Stand up before your God, 

Although we cannot hear 
The new song he hath taught you 

With our fleshly ear; 
Our bosoms bum that hymn to learn. 

And from the church below 
Even while we sing, on heavenward wing 

Some happy souls «hall go. 
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Ye Stand before your God^ 

But we press onward stilly 
The soldiers of his army, 

The servants of his will: 
A captive band in foreign land 

Long ages we have been; 
But our dearest theme and our fondest dream 

Is the home we have not seen. 

We soon shall meet our God, 

The hour is waxing on. 
The day-spring from on high hath risen. 

And the night is spent and gone; 
The light of Earth it had its birth 

And it shall have its doom; 
The Sons of Earth they are few in birth 

But many in the tomb. 
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XXIV. 

THE PASSION OF ST AGNES. 
From Prudentiiis nrepl frr€<f>dvwv. 

Near the town of Romulus^ 
Faithful Maid and Martyr blest^ 

Agnes hath her sepulchre; 
From her holy place of rest 
She can see the city towers. 

She can hear the city stir; 
There she watches, there she wons, 
Rome preserving and her sons. 
Pilgrim guiding on his way. 
Blessing them that purely pray. 

Double crown of martyrdom 

She hath granted her; 
Chaste unspotted virginal. 
Glory of a willing death. 
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Christ-devoted^ she had scorned 

Idol sacrifice to pay; — 

They had searched her long and sore^ 

Balancing her soul between 

Offers thick of ease and bliss. 

Iron-hearted threats of pain ; 

Mild and proud she looked on them. 

Ye may take and try nie here. 

So believe me, as ye see 

Joy look from me in the fires. 

Praises when ye list for cries. 

Then the stark tormentor said. 
It is easy to hush down 
Struggling pain when life is cheap; 
But she hath a precious gem; 
Do she not our sacrifice. 
Into public place impure 
Be she led, and peril make 
Of the pearl she loveth best; 
Life she selleth but to buy 

Visions of untasted bliss; 

May be she will sell her dreams 
To redeem her chastity. 
E 5 
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Then the holy Agnes said. 
Deem ye never that my Christ 
Will forget his chosen so. 
As to let the golden crown 
Of my virgin brow be dimmed; 
Ye may crust your steel with blood. 
But my Christ and I have sworn 
These his members bright and pure 
Earthy lust shall never soil. 

Thus she boasted, and was led 
Blessed, in unblessed wise. 
Where the public pavements meet; 
There she stood, and every face 
Of the reverential crowd 
Turned away in fear and shame. 
That they might not lightly look 
On the holy treasure there; 
One alone with slippery eye 
Rashly dared her form to scan; 
Swiftly leapt the winged fire 
Down upon his truant sight; 
Dazzled with the glory-flame 
Prone he fell and quivering lay; 
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Him his comrades lifting slow. 
Bore away with words of dole. 

She in holy triumph went 
Hymning Christ with liquid song; — 
One step hath she neared the door 
Of the palace of the skies^ 
Yet another she must climb; — 
Angry shouts the vanquished foe 

Fierce defiance — Bare thy sword^ 
Do our hest^ and strike her low. 

When the blessed Agnes saw 
Near her gleam the naked blade, 
This^ she cried with lightsome cheer. 
Is the lover shall be mine; 
Rather this^ though icy chill 
Be its edge and pitiless^ 
Than some youth of odours breathing. 
Falsest vows in roses wreathing. 
I will go to meet its suit^ 
So with Christ above the arch 
Of yon heaven^ a Virgin Spouse, 
Shall my marriage feast begin. 
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Husband^ roll thou back the doors 
Of thy golden banquet house; 

Call me, I will follow thee. 
Virgin Victim, Virgin Spouse. 

So she spoke, and bent her head 
Blessed, in adoring wise; 
Once above her gleamed the steel. 
Then the sacred river flowed 
That makes glad the city of God; 
Then her spirit bounded forth 
Free into the liquid air; 
Angels lined her upward way 
With a path of snowy light. 
Marvelling she beholds the earth 
Under-spread her mounting feet. 
Sees the shades beneath her roll 
Round about the monstrous world; 
Laughs to scorn the life of men 
Tossed on waves of vanity : 
Laughs the pomp of kings to scorn. 
Robes, and gilded palaces. 
Thirst of gold, and lust of power. 
All our envy, all our hope. 
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Agnes^ in thy triumph high. 

Faithful Maid and Martyr blest. 
Treading in thy victory 

On the ancient Dragon's crest. 
Crowned by God with double crown 

On thy clear and shining brow, 
Happy Virgin, look thou down 

On the souls that wrestle now. 
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HYMN TO THE SUN. 



Methinks my spirit is too free 
To come before thy presence high^ 
Obtruding on the earth and sky 

Aught but their solemn joy at greeting thee ; 

Methinks I should confess 

Some awe^ at standing in the way 
Of this thy pomp at birth of day^ 

Troubling thy sole unrivalled kingliness. 

Glorious Conqueror^ unfolding 

Over the purple distance 

Thy might beyond resistance 
Upon the charmed earth: that waits beholding 
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The fulness of thy glory, ere she dare 

To tell thee she rejoices 

With all her myriad voices^ 
Too modest-meek thy first-bom joys to share. 

As the mingled blazing 

Of a pomp of armed bands^ 

Over a strait into other lands^ 
Gladdens the sea-boy from the cliff-side gazing; 
Watching the dazzling triumph pass^ 

Rolling onward deep and bright 

With shifting waves of lights 
From floating of crimson banners^ and horns of 
wreathed brass; 

As the beacon to that scout of old 

Searching the benighted sky 

With watch-wearied eye. 
Brought sudden gratulation manifold; 
Bridging all the furrowed waves between 

Ida and Athos, and the Lemnian steep. 

And ^giplanctus, and the deep 
Roll of the bay of Argos, with a track of sheen ; 
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So joyous on this Eastward-fronting lawn 

AfVer the keen-starred night 

The lifting of thy light 
Fulfilleth all the promise of the dawn ; 
Like the bursting of a golden flood 

Now flowing onward fast 

Over the dewy slopes^ now cast 
Among flushed stems on yonder bank of wood. 

With such a pomp methinks thou didst arise 

When hand in hand divinely fair 

The fresh-awakened pair 
Stood gazing from thick-flowered Paradise: 
Uncertain whether thou wert still the same 

They saw sink down at night, 

Or some great new-created lights 
Or the glory of some Seraph as he downward came. 

Thus didst thou rise that first unclouded morn 

Over the waters blank and still. 

When on the Assyrian hill 
Rested the ark^ and the new world was born: 
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And when upon the strange unpeopled land. 

With hands outspread and lifted eyes 

Stood round the primal sacrifice. 
Under a bright-green mount, the Patriarchal band. 

With seven-fold glory thou shalt usher in 

The new and mighty birth 

Of the latter earth; 
With seven days* light that morning shall begin. 
Waking new songs and many an Eden-flower ; 

While over the hills and plains shall rise 

Bright groups, and saintly companies, 
And never a cloud shall blot thee — ^never a tempest 
lour. 
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XXVI. 



HYMN TO THE SEA. 



Who shall declare the secret of thy birth. 
Thou old companion of the circling earth ? 
And having reached with keen poetic sight 

Ere beast or happy bird 

Through the vast silence stirred. 
Roll back the folded darkness of the primal night .^ 

Corruption-like, thou teemedst in the graves 
Of mouldering systems, with dark weltering waves 
Troubling the peace of the first mother's womb; 

Whose ancient awful form 

With inly-tossing storm 
Unquiet heavings kept— a birth-place and a tomb. 
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Till the life-giving Spirit moved above 
The face of the waters^ with creative love 
Warming the hidden seeds of infant light : 
What time the mighty word 
Through thine abyss was heard^ 
And swam from out thy deeps the young day heavenly 
bright. 

Thou and the earthy twin-sisters as they say^ 
In the old prime were fashioned in one day; 
And therefore thou delightest evermore 

With her to lie and play 

The summer hours away^ 
Curling thy loving ripples up her quiet shore. 

She is a married matron long ago 
With nations at her side; her milk doth flow 
Each year; but thee no husband dares to tame; 
Thy wild will is thine own. 
Thy sole and virgin throne— 
Thy mood is ever changing — ^thy resolve the same. 

Sunlight and moonlight minister to thee; — 
O'er the broad circle of the shoreless sea 
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Heaven's two great lights for ever set and rise ; 
While the round vault above 
In vast and silent love 
Is gazing down upon thee with his hundred eyes. 

All night thou utterest forth thy solemn moan^ 
Counting the weary minutes all alone : 

Then in the morning thou dost calmly lie 

Deep-blue, ere yet the sun 

His day-work hath begun. 
Under the opening windows of the golden sky. 

The Spirit of the mountain looks on thee 
Over an hundred hills: quaint shadows flee 
Across thy marbled mirror : brooding lie 

Storm-mists of infant cloud 

With a sight-baffling shroud 
Mantling the grey-blue islands in the Western sky. 

Sometimes thou liftest up thine hands on high 
Into the tempest-cloud that blurs the sky. 
Holding rough dalliance with the fitful blast: 

Whose stiff breath whistling shrill 

Pierces with deadly chill 
The wet crew feebly clinging to their shattered mast. 
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Foam- white along the border of the shore 
Thine onward-leaping billows plunge and roar; 
While o'er the pebbly ridges slowly glide 

Cloaked figures^ dim and gray 

Through the thick mist of spray^ 

I Watchers for some struck vessel in the boiling tide. 

I 

— Daughter and darling of remotest eld — 
Time's childhood^ and Time's age thou hast beheld; 
His arm is feeble^ and his eye is dim: 
He tells old tales again — 
He wearies of long pain: — 
Thou art as at the first — thou joumiedst not with him. 
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I STAND upon the margin of our level lake; 
The daylight from the West is fading fast away ; 
The rooks above the wood their evening concert make^ 
And in the gleaming pool the fishes leap and play. 

Eastward appearing dimly through the golden haze 
The moon in perfect circle lifts her solemn light; 
The waters tremble ever with a restless blaze. 
With ripples and wood-shadows dappled dark and bright. 

Why is my deathless spirit bound to minister 

To. transient matter? fettered to this vision fair 

I seem to lose all breath, no thought hath power to stir: 

Ye take too much upon you, sights of earth and air ! 
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Is it some purpose high of fete or festival 
For Beings never pierced by edge of mortal sight; 
And are there poured around me camping within call 
A beautiful throng of angels triumphing in delight? 

Is it for some pure Spirits torn on earth asunder 
Who long long years have pined in solitude and woe 
To meet together here, and speak their love and wonder. 
And feast on joy that none but risen souls can know? 

Might I but reach the secret of that hidden power 
That dwells in the mute children of our parent Earth, 
The magic that can bind together in one hour 
Contented joy, and yearnings for our mightier birth ! 
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"Father, wake — ^the storm is loud 

The rain is falling fast; 
Let me go to my Mother's grave 

And screen it from the blast; 
She cannot sleep, she will not rest. 

The wind is roaring so; 
We prayed that she might lie in peace — 

My Father, let us go." 

"Thy Mother sleeps too firm a sleep 

To heed the wind that blows; 
There are Angel-charms that hush the noise 

From reaching her repose. 
Her spirit in dreams of the blessed Land 

Is sitting at Jesu's feet; 
Child, nestle thee in mine arms and pray 

Our rest may be as sweet." 
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WRITTEN DURING AN AURORA BOREALIS, 
January 7, 1831. 

liO, where they play, the fiery squadrons bright^ 
Along the spangled azure of the night; 
Waving aloft their ensigns, where the while 
Wheels to the sphered music many a file 
Of heavenly soldiery — and poured on high 
Far o'er the Orient and the southern sky. 
Fair stations of still fire their watches keep. 
O'er half the world entranced in slumber deep ; 
Or^ issuing into brightness, dome and hall. 
And palace front distinct with columns tall. 
In mystic maze of varied light are driven 
Along the pictured concave of the Heaven: 
And ever and anon upon the North 
Vistas of rosy flame are opening forth, 

VOL. I. F 



122 P0BM8. 

And centres of intense and throbbing light 
Pour eddying brillance o'er the arch of Night. 

So, in the primal infancy of Man^ 
Ere yet the desolating curse began^ 
Hues of celestial sheen were wont to rise 
Far o'er the blosmy groves of Paradise; 
While the blest pair stood wondering to behold 
Shiftings of myriad gleams from wings of gold^ 
And in a deeper glory faint descried^ 
Mid blazonry of banners floating wide^ 
Some Seraph Hierarchy on his aery way 
Companied earthward by that high array. 
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PSALM XLVI. 

God is our refuge and our strength 
When trouble's hour is near; 

A very present help is he^ 
Therefore we will not fear: 

Although the pillars of the earth 

Shall clean removed be: 
The very mountains carried forth 

And cast into the sea: 

Although the waters rage and swell 
So that the earth shall shake ; 

Yea> and the solid mountain roots 
Shall with the tempest quake : 
p2 
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There is a river which makes glad 

The city of our God ; 
The tabernacle's holy place 

Of the Most High's abode. 

The Lord is in the midst of her. 
Removed she shall not he. 

Because the Lord our God himself 
Shall help her speedily. 

The heathen lands make much ado. 
The kingdoms join the fray; 

But God hath shewed forth his voice. 
And the earth shall melt away. 

The Lord of hosts our refuge is 
When trouble's hour is near; 

The God of Jacob is with us. 
Therefore we will not fear. 
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PSALM CXXXVII. 



By Babylon streams we sat us down and wept^ 
When we remembered Zion mournfully; 
As for our harps^ we hanged them up 
Upon the willow-trees that grew thereby. 

Then they that led us captive asked of us 
A song^ and melody in our dreary day; 

Come sing us one of Zion's songs — 
How can we sing the Lord's song far away? 

If I forget thee, O Jerusalem, 

Let my right hand forget her best employ; 

Let my tongue cleave unto my mouthy 
If I prefer not thee to all my joy. 
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Remember^ Lord^ remember Edom's sons> 
How they stood round and shouted in their mirths 

At the dark day of Jerusalem — 
Down with it> down with it, even to the earth. 

Daughter of Babylon, thy doom is sealed — 
Yea, happy he who deals thee recompence; 

And dasheth down upon the stones 
With ruthless hands thy helpless innocents. 
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XXXII. 



PSALM XXIV. 



CHORUS OF ANGELS. 

The Earth is God's; the fullness too 

Of all that therein is; 
Upon the floods he founded it^ 

And built it on the seas. 

SEMIrCHOBUS I. 

Who shall go up the hill of God, 
And in his dwelling stand? 

SEMI-CHORUS II. 

Even the man of pure intent 
And undefiled hand. 
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CHORUS. 



Who hath not lifted up his heart 

To trust in vanity; 
Nor dealt untruly by his friend^ 

Nor sworn deceitfully. 
TThe family of Israel^ 

The men who seek his face. 
These shall be blest and righteous held 

Before the God of Grace. 

SEMI-CHOBUS I. 

Lift up your heads, ye gates. 
And be ye lifted up. 
Ye everlasting doors; 
And the King of Glory shall come in. 

SEMl-CHOBUS II. 

Who is the King of Glory ? 

SEMI-CHOBUS I. 

Jehovah strong and mighty, 
Jehovah strong in battle. 
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SEMI-CHORUS II. 

Lift up your heads^ ye gates^ 
And be ye lifted up^ 
Ye everlasting doors; 
And the King of Glory shall come in. 

SEMI-CHORUS I. 

Who is the King of Glory ? 

CHORUS. 

Jehovah of Sabaoth^ 

He is the King of Glory. 
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XXXIII. 



Thou little flower, that on thy stem 

Totterest as the breezes blow. 
There is no strife with thee and them — 

They kiss thee as they go. 
The pretty Lambs welcome their life 

In the fresh morning of the year ; 
Taking no forethought of the knife, 

They play and do not fear. 

Bow down thy head, thou little flower. 

Shew not so trim and gay; 
Lie still and pass thine evil hour — 

Look up another day. 
Thou pretty Lamb, on tender sward 

No more quaint gambols take; 
Cheat thy soft life of fate so hard. 

Lie still and do not wake. 
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They will not heed; for some kind Power 

Long as the sun and stars remain^ 
Hath cast together in one hour 

The lots of joy and pain. 
From conflict of the stern and mild 

Rises the life of gentlest things^ 
And out of mixtures strange and wild 

Most quiet beauty springs. 
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XXXIV. 



Thers is a wood^ not far from where I pass 
My unrecorded hours in pleasant toil; — 
Each tangle of the spreading boughs I know^ 
And where each bird doth nestle; every pool 
That makes a mirror for the quivering leaves; 
The days are past when I could wander on 
And lose myself^ expecting at each turn 
New pillared avenues of stately trees. 
And glimpses of far waters. 

Even thus 
Will all the joy and beauty of this Earth 
Become familiar things; wonder shall yield 
To cold arrangement; and the voices deep 
Of the great Kings of Song shall cease to stir 
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Mine inner fount of tears. The power of God 
Shall not be thereby shortened in my soul^ 
But in my weakness rather perfect made^ 
In the sure progress of untroubled Love 
That heals the fevered heart; as in the morn 
Upon the fading of the partial stars 
Wins the calm Daylight^ over ail diffused. 



134 POEMS. 



XXXV. 



^ THE BALLAD OF GLASTONBURY. 



INTRODUCTION. 

Glastonbury, anciently called Avalon, is a place much celebrated 
both in tradition and history. It was here, according to old legends, 
when the neighbouring moors were covered by the sea, that St Joseph 
of Arimathea landed, and built the first church in England. It was 
here that the glorious King Arthur was buried, with the inscription 

1|ic jocet ISlrttttttS, xtx qwintswitti ttxque fnturus. 
It was here that the scarcely less glorious King Alfred took sanc- 
tuary, and hence that he went into voluntary obscurity when the 
Danes invaded England. Here also was built that magnificent Abbey, 
whose riches and hospitality were known to all Christendom. Its last 
Abbot was murdered on the Tor-hill, by order of Henry the Eighth, 
and the building was sacrificed to the misguided fury of the Reform- 
ation. The very ruins are now fast perishing. 

The Quantock Hills, alluded to in the following Poem, are in the 
autumn profusely covered with the mingled blossoms of heath and 
furze. 



THE BALLAD OF GLASTONBURY. 135 



Thb hills have on their royal robes 

Of purple and of gold. 
And over their tops the automn clouds 

In heaps are onward rolled; 
Below them spreads the fairest plain 

That British eye may see — 
From Quantock to the Mendip range, 

A broad expanse and free. 



As from those barriers^ grey and vast. 

Rolled off the morning mist, - 
Leaving the eyesight unrestrained 

To wander where it list. 
So roll, thou ancient chronicler. 

The ages' mist away ; 
Give me an hour of vision clear, 

A dream of the former day. 
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III. 

At once the flood of the Severn sea 

Flowed over half the plain^ 
And a hundred capes^ with huts and trees. 

Above the flood remain : 
'Tis water here and water there. 

And the lordly Parret's way 
Hath never a trace on its pathless face — 

As in the former day. 



IV. 

Of shining sails that thronged that stream 

There resteth never a one ; 
But a little ship to that inland sea 

Comes bounding in alone ; 
With stretch of sail and tug of oar 

It comes full merrily. 
And the sailors chant, as they pass the shore, 

tS^ihi gloria IBominc. 
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" Nights and days on the watery ways 

Our vessel hath slidden on. 
Our arms have never tired of toil. 

Our stores have long been done; 
Sweet Jesus hath sped us over the wave. 

By coasts and along the sea. 
And we sing, as we pass each rising land, 

VliU gloria Bomine. 



VI. 

" Sweet Jesus hath work for us to do 

In a land of promise fair ; 
Our vessel is steered by an angel-hand 

Until it bring us there: 
To our Captain given, a sign from heaven 

Our token true shall be; 
And we sing, as we wait for the Promise- sign, 

t^iU gloria Bominc. 
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VII. 



" When a dpk green hill shall spire aloft 

Into the pure blue sky. 
Most like to Tabor's holy mount 

Of vision blest and high ; 
Straight to that hill our bounding prow 

Unguided shall pass and free; 
Sweet Jesus hath spoken, and we believe — 

^ihi gloria Somtnc.** 



VIII. 

Thus far they sung, and at once a shout 

Pealed upward loud and clear; 
For, lo! the vessel onward ran 

With never a hand to steer; 
And full in sight that Promise-hiU 

Towered up into the sky. 
Most like to Tabor's holy mount 

Of vision blest and high. 
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Now raise the song^ ye faithful crew. 

Let all the uplands hear; 
It fitteth Salvation's messengers 

To be of joyous cheer: 
For Avalon isle ye make the while 

By angel-pilot's hand; 
Right onward for that pointed hill. 

Straight to the sloping land. 



Each arm it is resting, and every eye 

With thankful tear is bright; 
Thus spake one high upon the prow. 

Feeding his forward sight: 
" The word of God is just and true. 

And the mountains green that stand 
To left and right in the morning light 

Lead on to our Promise-land. 
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XI. 



''Sweet Jesus hath broken the sepulchre^ 

And pours his golden grace> 
Clothing the earth with the joy of birth. 

In every fairest place; 
His servant asked a token sure. 

And a token sure is given; 
And he that lay in the garden-tomb 

Is Lord of Earth and Heaven." 



XII. 

By this the vessel had floated nigh 

To the turf upon the strand. 
And first that holy man of joy 

Stepped on the Promise-land; 
Until the rest in order blest 

Were ranged, and kneeling there. 
Gave blessing to the God of Heaven 

In a lowly chanted prayer. 
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XIII. 

Then over the brow of the seaward hill 

In their order blest they pass^ 
At every change in the psalmody 

Kissing the holy grass; 
Till they come where they may see full near 

That pointed mountain rise^ 
Darkening with its ancient cone 

The light of the Eastern skies. 



XIV. 

"This staff hath borne me long and well/' 

Then spake that Saint divine^ 
"Over mountain and over plain^ 

On quest of the Promise-sign ; 
For aye let it stand in this Western land. 

And God do more to me 
If there ring not out from this realm about 

ViiU gloiia IBomtiu. 
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XV. 



A cloud is on them^-^the vision is changed^ 

And voices of melody^ 
And a ring of harps^ like twinkles bright^ 

Come over the inland sea; 
Long and loud is the chant of praise^ — 

The hallowed ages glide : — 
And once again the mist from the plain 

Rolls up the Mendip side. 



XVI. 

With mourning stole and solemn step^ 

Up that same seaward hill. 
There moved of ladies and of knights 

A company sad and still; 
There went before an open bier. 

And, sleeping in a charm. 
With face to heaven and folded palms 

There lay an armed form. 
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XVII. 

It is the winter deep> and all 

The glittering fields that mom 
In Avalon's isle were over-snowed 

The day the Lord was bom; 
And as they cross the Northward brow^ 

See white, but not with snow. 
The mystic thorn beside their path 

Its holy blossoms show. 



XVIIL 

They carry him where from chapel low 

Rings clear the angel-bell, — 
He was the flower of knights and lords. 

So chant the requiem well; — 
His wound was deep, and his holy sleep 

Shall last him many a day. 
Till the cry of crime in the latter time 

Shall melt the charm away. 
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XIX. 



A cloud is on them«^the vision fades — 

And cries of woe and fear^ 
And sounds unblest of neighbouring war^ 

Are thronging on mine ear: — 
Long and loud was the battle-cry^ 

And the groans of them that died; 
And once again the mist from the plain 

Rolls up the Mendip side. 



From the postern-door of an abbaye pile 

Passes with heavy cheer 
A soldier-king in humble mien^ 

For the shouting foes are near; 
The holy men by their altars bide. 

In alb and stole they stand; 
The incense-fumes the temple fill 

From blessed children's hand. 
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XXI. 



Slow past the King that seaward brow. 

Whence turning he might see 
Streaming upon Saint Michael's Tor 

The Pagan blazonry; 
Then a pealing shout and a silence long. 

And rolling next on high 
Dark vapour laced with threads of flame 

Angered the twilight sky. 



XXII. 



The cloud comes on, the vision is changed 

And songs of victory. 
And hymns of praise to the Lord of Peace, 

Come over the inland sea; 
^-The waters clear, the fields appear. 

The plain is green and wide; 
And once again the mist from the plain 

Rolls up the Mendip-side. 
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XXIII. 



The plats were green with lavish growth. 

And, like a silver cord, 
Down to the Northern bay the Brue 

Its glittering water poured; 
Far and near the pilgrims throng. 

With staff and humble mien. 
Where Glastonbury's crown of towers 

Against the sky is seen. 



XXIV. 

By the holy thorn and the holy well. 

And St Joseph's silver shrine. 
They offer thanks to highest Heaven 

For the Light and Grace divine; 
In the open cheer of the abbaye near. 

They dwell their purposed day. 
And then they part, with blessed thoughts. 

Each on his homeward way. 
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XXV. 

The cloud drops down^ the vision is changed^ 

And an altered sound of pride^ 
And a glitter of pomp is cast athwart 

The meadows green and wide. 
The servants of a lowly Lord 

On earth's high places ride; — 
And once again the mist from the plain 

Rolls up the Mendip-side. 



XXVI. 

The strong man armed hath dwelt in peace 

Till a stronger hath sacked his home; 
And the church that married the pride of the earth 

By the earth is overcome: 
There hath sounded forth upon the land 

That wicked King's behest^ 
And Lust and Power from Lust and Power 

A blighted triumph wrest. 
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XXVII. 



The winds are high in Saint Michael's Tor^ 

And a sorry sight is there — 
A dark-browed band with spear in hand 

Mount up the turret-stair; 
With heavy cheer and lifted palms 

There kneels a holy priest; 
The fiends of death they grudge his breathy 

To hold their rapine-feast. 



XXVIII. 

The cloud comes on them — ^the vision is changed- 

And a crash of lofty walls^ 
And the short dead sound of music quenched^ 

On the sickened hearing falls; 
Quick and sharp is the ruin cry^— 

Unblest the ages glide — 
And once again the mist from the plain 

Rolls up the Mendip-side. 
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XXIX. 



Low-sloping over sea and field 

The setting ray had past^ 
On roofs^ and curls of quiet smoke 

The glory-fiush was cast. 
Clustered upon the Western side 

Of Avalon's green hill. 
Her ancient homes and fretted towers 

Were lying, bright and still; 



XXX. 

And lower, in the valley-field. 

Hid from the parting day, 
A brotherhood of columns old, 

A ruin rough and gray; 
And over aD, Saint Michael's Tor 

Spired up into the sky — 
Most like to Tabor's holy mount 

Of vision blest and high. 
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ZZXI. 



The vision cbangeth not-»no cloud 

Comes down the Mendip-side; 
The moors spread out beneath my feet 

Their free expanse and wide; 
On glittering cots and ancient towers^ 

That rise among the dells^ 
On mountain and on bending stream 

The light of evening dwells. 



XXXII. 

The funeral wail of pomp and pride 

Hath sunk away to rest; 
On to the misty future glide 

The ages not unblest; 
From shaded home^ from field and hill^ 

In peace and purity. 
The hymn goes up from England's heart, 

tllihi gloria Sominc." 
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WRITTEN IN AN ARTIFICIAL PLEASURE-GROUND. 

*Tis pretty, doubtless: water, grass, and trees. 
The man who hath a heart must always please: 
The morning glories from yon steaming lake 
A thousand colours into being wake; 
The naked sunlight of the summer day 
Is veil'd by boughs that overarch the way; 
And moonlight sweetly in her silver flood 
Bathes the long reaches of the lawn and wood. 

But ever comes upon the sated breast 
A sense of incompleteness and unrest, 
A loathing of the fretfulness of men. 
And yearning for Earth's natural face again. 
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Thus when surprised our family circle bend 
Over some token sent us by a friend^ 
Admire the traces of his happy art^ 
Turn every side^ and criticise each part^-— 
Embkzoned in the tradesman's mystic lines, 
Lo at the back a three and sixpence shines! 
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PALINODE TO THE FOREGOING. 

Thus sung I in these grounds erewhile, perchance 
Tempted by sudden aptitude of words 
Into that measure which least pleaseth me^ 
Sacred to Satire and unquiet thought. 
Forgive me, shades — ^forgive me, thou calm lake 
Of spreading water, quietly asleep 
Between thy fringing woods: Man is not less 
Than Nature holy; and these records fair 
Of striving after likeness to the forms 
Of natural beauty may not be despised 
By man, as them imperfect; rather stored 
Within the patient spirit, if perhaps 
The slow-learnt lesson of obeying God 
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By them be furthered^ and the complete soul 

Pass from the fretful crowd of hopes and fears 

Into her silent oratory, where. 

With calm submission and unshaken trust. 

She may lay out herself to imitate 

All forms of beauty spiritual, and make 

A pleasure-ground within, for angels fit. 

And Him whose voice was heard among the trees. 

Walking in Eden in the cool of the day. 
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A HYMN FOR FAMILY WORSHIP. 

Saviour of them that trust in Thee, 
Once more^ with supplicating cries. 

We lift the heart and bend the knee, 
And bid Devotion's incense rise. 

For mercies past we praise Thee, Lord — 
The fruits of Earth, the hopes of Heaven ; 

Thy helping arm— thy guiding word. 

And answered prayers, — and%ins forgiven. 

Whene'er we tread on Danger's height. 
Or walk Temptation's slippery way. 

Be still, to steer our steps aright. 
Thy word our guide. Thine arm our stay. 
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Be ours Thy fear and favour stilly 
United heart&-*unchanging love; 

No scheme that contradicts thy wiU^ 
No wish that centres not above. 

And since we must be parted here^ 
Support us when the hour shall come: 

Wipe gently off the mourner's tear, — 
Rejoin us in our heavenly Home. 
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XXXIX. 



There is an ancient Man who dwells 

Without our parish bounds^ 
Beyond the poplar avenue^ 

Across two meadow-grounds: 
And whensoever our two small bells 

To church call merrily. 
Leaning upon our church-yard gate 

This old man ye may see. 

He is a man of many thoughts. 

That long have found their rest. 
Each in its proper dwelling-place 

Settled within his breast: 
A form erect, a stately brow, 

A set and measured mien— 
The satisfied unroving look 

Of one who much hath seen. 
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And once, when young in care of souls^ 

I watched a sick man's bed^ 
And willing half^ and half-ashamed^ 

Lingered^ and nothing said; 
That ancient maii^ in accents mild^ 

Removed my shame away — 
" Listen !" he said ; " the Minister 

Prepares to kneel and pray." 

These lines of humble thankfulness 

Will never meet his eye ; 
Unknown that old man means to live 

And unremembered die. 
The forms of life have severed us — 

But when that life shall end^ 
Fain would I hail that reverend man 

A Father and a Friend. 
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XL. 

*' Child^ whither goest thou 

Over the snowy hill? — 
The frost-air nips so keen 

That the very clouds are still : 
From the golden folding curtains 

The Sun hath not looked forth. 
And brown the snow-mist hangs 

Round the mountains to the North." 

" Kind Stranger, dost thou see 

Yonder church-tower rise. 
Thrusting its crown of pinnacles 

Into the looming skies? — 
Thither go I : — keen the morning 

Bites, and deep the snow; 
But, in spite of them. 

Up the frosted hiU I go." 
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'^ Child^ and what dost thou 

When thou shalt be there? — 
The chancel-door is shut — 

There is no bell for prayer; 
Yester mom and yester even 

Met we there and prayed; 
But now none is there 

Save the dead lowly laid. 

" Stranger^ underneath that tower. 

On the western side, 
A happy, happy company 

In holy peace abide ; 
My father, and my mother. 

And my sisters four — 
Their beds are made in swelling turf. 

Fronting the western door." 

'^ Child, if thou speak to them 
They will not answer thee; 

They are deep down in earth, — 
Thy iace they cannot see. 
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Then wherefore art thou going 

Over the snowy hill? — 
Why seek thy low-laid family 

Where they lie cold and still?" 

" Stranger^ when the sununer heats 

Would dry their turfy bed. 
Duly from this loving hand 

With water it is fed; 
They must be cleared this morning 

From the thick-laid snow — 
So now along the frosted field. 

Stranger, let me go" 
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© THE EPITAPH OF BION. 
FROM MOSCHUS. 

Dolefully sounds ye groves and Dorian waters. 

Lament, ye rivers, our beloved Bion ; 

Mourn, all ye plants, and whisper low, ye forests ; 

Ye flowers, breathe sadly from your drooping petals ; 

Put on deep red, anemones and roses; 

Wail thine own letters, hyacinth, and ai ai 

Write double on thy leaves for our sweet poet. 

Begin the grief, begin, Sicilian Muses. 
Ye nightingales, in the thick leafage sobbing, 
Tell the Sicilian streams of Arethusa 
Bion is dead, the shepherd-boy, and with him 
Song too is dead, and all the Dorian music. 
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Begin the grief^ begin^ Sicilian Muses. 
Strymonian swans^ sing sadly by your waters; 
Warble a funeral elegy^ in ditties 
Such as he sung^ the rival of your voices. 
Tell the CEagrian N3rinphs^ and tell the damsels 
That play in Thrace, Dead is the Dorian Orpheus. 

Begin the grief, begin, Sicilian Muses. 
Our friend shall pipe beside his flocks no longer. 
Nor sit and sing alone beneath the ilex; 
But tunes oblivious strains to sullen Pluto. 
Mute are the mountains, and the herd is straying 
And will not feed, but wanders sadly lowing. 

Begin the grief, begin, Sicilian Muses. 
Thine early death lamented great Apollo, 
Pan wept to miss thy singing, all the Naiads 
Wept in their woods, and turned to tears their fountains; 
Echo is weeping that she must be silent 
Thy lips no longer mocking. At thy parting 
Trees shed their fruit, and all the flowers were blighted ; 
Milk failed the flocks, and in our hives the honey 
Sunk mouldering in the wax; for no more sweetness 
Shall there be, now thy honey-song hath perished. 
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Begin the grief, l>egin, Sicilian Muses. 
Not so beside the sea-beach wailed the dolphin^ 
Nor nightingale in shrubby rocks embowered. 
Nor on the long green hills the piping swallow ; 
Not so for his Alcyone wept Ceyx; 
Nor Cerylus along the dark-blue waters; 
Not so in Eastern dells the birds of Memnon 
Wailed, flying round his tomb, the son of Ao, 
As all lamented for the death of Bion. 

Begin the grief, begin, Sicilian Muses. 
Shepherd, with thee the Muses' gifts have perished— 
All beauty, and the joy of youthful lovers — 
Sadly the Loves around thy tomb are weeping: 
Cypris hath loved thee better than the memory 
Of the last kiss she prest on pale Adonis. 

Begin the grief, begin, Sicilian Muses. 
Thou tunefullest of streams, a second sorrow, 
A second sorrow, Meles, hath befallen ; . 
Thy Homer died, sweet prophet of the Muses ; 
And then, they say, thy glorious son thou wailest 
Along thy shallows, and far into ocean 
Carriedst the sound of grief: and now another 
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Must thou lament^ and dry away for anguish. 

Both were beloved by fountains: one was favoured 

Of Hippocrene, and one of Arethusa; 

One sung the lay of Tyndarus' fair daughter^ 

The son of Thetis, and the twin Atreidae; 

But ours no wars, nor tears — ^the god of shepherds 

And herdsmen sung he, as his flock he tended. 

And bound the syrinx, and milked the sweet-breathed 

heifers. 
And spake of Love, and was dear to Aphrodita. 

Begin the grief, begin, Sicilian Muses. 
All countries mourn for thee, all ancient cities: 
Not so mourned Ascra for her Shepherd-prophet; 
Not so the castled Lesbos for Alcaeus ; 
Nor Ceos her old songster; hot so Paros 
Archilochus desires; and leaving Sappho 
Thy legend sings the widowed Mitylene. 

Begin the grief, begin, Sicilian Muses. 
Alas! when mallows perish in the gardens. 
The crisp-green parsley, and the hardy anise. 
They live again, and grow another summer; 
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But we, the great and strong, the sons of wisdom. 
When first we die, unknown in earthy hollow 
Sleep a long boundless sleep, that hath no waking. 
Thou shalt be gathered to the dust in silence. 
But sorry songsters live and sing for ever: 
Well have the Muses ordered it, for better 
Sing sweet and die, than be like them immortal. 

Begin the grief, begin, Sicilian Muses. 
Poison hath touched thy mouth, a draught of poison ; - 
How came it to thy lips and was not sweetened.^ 
What man so cruel that for thee could mingle. 
Or offering it escaped uncharmed thy singing.^ 

Begin the grief, begin Sicilian Muses. 
Who now shall sound thy reed, beloved poet? 
Who is so bold that to his lips will bear it? 
To Pan I offer it; but Pan refuses 
To wake its melody, lest he in playing 
Should miss thy skill, and be adjudged thy second. 
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XLII. 



I HAD the sweetest dream but yesternight 

About the lady of my love : 
I saw her sitting in a faint green light 

With twisted boughs above. 

Her russet hair flowed moistly down her neck 
Parting each tender blooming cheek; 

And beautiful young roses seemed to deck 
Her bosom chaste and meek. 

Some deeply-working thought with strong control 
Cast down those eyes I longed to see; 

And I could tell that all her virgin soul 
Was faint for love of me. 
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No barrier thwarts the creatures of the mind : 
I crept and sat me down by her; 

And put, as I was wont^ my arm behind 
Her neck^ within her hair. 

I saw the sweetest gleam of heavenly light 
Look from her moist uplifted eyes; 

The deepest blush of unforewamed delight 
Up to her warm cheeks rise. 

But all in one sad moment utterly 

Gone was the charm that wrought for us: 

The vision faded from my sight, and I 
Awoke to tell it thus. 
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XLIII. 



THE MALVERN HILLS; 
March 12, 1835. 

Ebewhile I saw ye faintly through far haze 
Spread many miles above the fields of sea: 
Now ye rise glorious, and my steps are free 
To wander through your valleys' beaten ways. 
And climb above, threading the rocky maze; 
And trace this stream, alive with shifting light. 
With whose successive eddies silver-bright 
Not without pleasant sound the moonbeam plays. 
My dear dear Bride — ^two days had made thee mine. 
Two days of waxing hope and waning fear. 
When under the night-planet's lavish shine 
We stood in joy, and blessed that rillet clear; 
Such joy unwarning comes and quickly parts. 
But lives deep-rooted in our ^ heart of hearts.' 
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